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emerged into the Frontier Valley. Here he had the
toughest duel with the hill tribes who gnawed his army
like rats. The march of Alexander is spoken of with
abated breath. It was the last word in enterprise and
wonder. Wonder and wander. Persia was honeycomb-
ed with Greek influence. Greek traders followed the
silk road. The march of Alexander was well-staged
with wheeled vehicles. He was ready at Nyssa in the
neighbourhood of modern Kabul for his march into
India. Then slowly he wound along the valleys and
over the passes. And made for the Indus ford at Amb.
By the way, Indus itself is a Greek word and no doubt
dates from the time of Alexander's invasion* He
reached the banks of Indus along the great tumbled
ranges of the Indus Kohistan. Through the serrated ridges
behind the Malakand the Macedonian filed down to the
plains. And they swore at the hostile slmgers on the
crag tops, whose scones rattled round the Greek heads*
They had to picket the gorge while the convoy followed
through. The lawless Aparvetas have been a plague then
as now. Alexander had elephants packed with engineer
materials and artillery stores for battering great walls.
He took the kinglets and the stronghold of Aornos
father than leave it a thorn in his side. Reaching
Jhelum, he fought Porus the Noble, beaten but not
crushed. But the battle is not always to the swift. The
Europeans of Alexander were fed up. And he had to
give way. Battling and marching, he took his way by
the devil coast of Baluchistan to Babylon. There in 325
B.C. he died as his troops filed past his bed.

Then came the Tartars, the almond-eyed. It is
called the Mongol fold. It has an evolutionary romance*
And it is worthy of being dwelt on. In the desert of
Gobi the sand-dried cities of Khotan were the